Anyone Can 



'"tS Dance 




Why put off learning to Dance — 
NOW Here's a much EASIER WAY 
than YOU ever SAW! 

No loncer do YOU have to sit and watch while oiher* 
t-njoy dancing , . . NOW you can join ihe iun! Think of 
Ihc great pleasure You ll Rel. SURPRISE and AMAZE 
your friends when ihey See you do the luletl dance yiepi 
with ease. Learn from simple lessons by Betiy Lee, one 
of America's foremost dance auihoriiies. 

LEARN THE FOX TROT, COUNTRY DANCES, 
RHUMBA, SAMBA. CALL SQUARE DANCE5I 

lf> COMPLETE DANCE COURSES—each worch as 
muth as you pay for the entire book. Join ihousands 
who have learned lo dance with the help of ihis- 
amazin^ book. Written in simple language full of 
easy-ti>-fo!l(iw illustrations — You Learn lo 
Dance in the Privacy of Your Own Home. 
iEARN TO DANCE IN 5 DAYS OR 
PAY NOTHING . . . Here s a wondfr- 
ful offer. Test this encitinR book 5 days 
— See how it tan help you become j 
imooih dancer and be admired, Yei, 
Vou Dance in 5 Oayi at return book 
for prompt refund of purchase price. 

I PIONEER PUBLICATIONS INC- Dept.i ijflSH \ 
' 17i)(l Broadway. New York 1'), N. Y, I 
I 'u>h ^my copy^of^ Dondng" in^ploin wropper, 

I for full refund of purchoiu pricu. 

I n Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman 11.9B plui pottoBS.* 

□ I tnilosD J1.9e, you pay pottogo, 
I Somo guofonloo oppliei," 

, NAME . 

I ADDRESS _ 




LEARN THE fOX TROT, COUNTRY DANCES, 
RHUMBA, SAMBA. CALL SQUARE OANCESI 




GHOST CLINIC 

by Doctor Shade^ 




Pi^Hnted hclo^v arc true experiences 
drawn from Dr. Sliade's collection of super- 
natural events. Let us explore the unkyiown 
with, him, the better ta learn of unexplained 
forces that exist about us. We. invite you to 
share any accounts of similar events. This 
it to be YOUR Ghost Clinic. Your stor'— 



out the house, pausing often, and speculative- 
ly, before Chirper's cage. This attention 
caused the little bird considerable alarm and 
his song was often mingled with cries of 
terror. Try as she might. Mrs. Holmes could 
"not Vatch Suzy closely enough to prevent 
these encounters. The elderly sisters were 



7oill appear in comin<j issues of 



INTO FEAR, and n-ill be illustrated by 
Tttembers of the Clinic's staff. Everyone en- 
joys a ghost story . . . let us hear yours! 
Writt to. . . 

DR. SHADE, 
GHOST CLINIC 
23S2 Dundas Street West, 
' Toronto 9, Ontario, Canada. 

THE. SMALLEST GHOSTS 

An abandoned house, with a tangled gar- 
den growing free and wild, "can create a lot 
ttt wondering. Who once lived there and 
what was the reason they deserted their 



JOURNEY bitterly resentful of each other's pets and 



the situation finally came to a strange climax. 

During one of Mary's brief shopping tours, 
Margret poisoned and buried Suzy in the 
family garden. Mrs. Holmes witnessed this 
in silent horror. It was an act she knew 
would have repercussions in the Bond house- 
hold, and indeed it did. Broken-hearted over 
the lof,s of her pet, whom she believed had 
wandered away, Mary brooded bitterly over 
the presence of the small song bird. 

Meanwhile; another strange event took 
place. Over the patch of earth that topped 
Suzv's grave there grew a cluster of wild 
poppie.'*. These flowers, fragile and tissue- 
like in blossom, are unwelcome in a cultured 



property? Why has it been, unoccupied all garden. Their twisted, unattractive roots a 
.u... r^„w it h^. l,Pn«,i=,P th« lonelv content to remain underground. It \v^„ 

Mrs. Holmes, herself, who encouraged Mary 
to weed them out. It seemed a happy thought 
to get the grieving sister out into the sun- 
shine. Perhaps it was fated that Mary 



these years? Could it be because the lonely 
property, where the wind sighs and the 
drawn blinds shut out the sunshine, is 
haunted ? 

Such a house and its secret al^jod'in the 
tree-shadows on Elm Street. Only the old 
timers could recall the spinster sisters, Mary 
and Margret Bond. They were gent«el maid- 



..„L.ldn't be satisfied to simply weed out the 
poppies, but that she would turn over the 
earth in her gardening and discover with a 



ens shy "of the world and living within the blo{)d-chilling shriek, the corpse of little Suzy. 

bonds of their comfortable inheritance and Wild-eyed she ran into the room where 

low walls of natural rock that surrounded Chirper hopped about in hia cage. It was 

their home Being part of the neighborhood tco late for Mrs. Holmes to stop her. Little 

scene they were not singled oul. as a curiosity Chirper died quickly and a cycle of fate 

until the day arrived when it. was noted completed its turn. Soon the sisters parted 

that they had apparently disappeared. Of and the house stood ,alone. Mrs. Ho mes 

course they hadn't vanished into thin air, eventually abandoned her monthly task ot 

but they had separated and taken up living cleaning away the mounting dust within for 

Quarters elSewhere. But whv? Only their -she vowed that only too often cori.d .'^ho hoar 

faithful housekeeper. Mrs. Holmes, knew the the ghostly strains of a throaty little song 

answer We obtained the story from her that ended in a cry of fear as a low cat-like 

and it is a tale of jealousy, hate, and two shadow brushed against her apron skirt when 

very small ghosts, named Chirper and Suzy! she tidied up the room where once stood a 

Chirper, as you may well guess was a gilded cage! 

canary, and Margret's pride and joy. Suzy. jhE VISION 



on the other hand, was a natural born enemy 
of Chirper's species. Suzy was a cat, and 
the object of her mistress' devotion. Suzy 
belonged to Marv. The green-eyed bundle of 
fur wandered from room to room through- 



Twenty years ago when Thomas MacCray 
kissed hia little mother farewell on jeaving 
his native soil, the last of his thought? were 
those of sadness or death. Young ambition 



filled his heart, and his dreams of life on 
American soil took many a flight of fancy. 
Success was long in coming to MacCray, and 
the time of returning to visit his mother 
became more and more remote. Being a lov- 
ing son, Thomas grieved that he could not 
gather enough money or take enough time 
out from his small business. Suddenly, one 
day, he became overcome with a tremendous 
longing. Without explanation to his clerks, 
he rushed from his dry-gooda store. In his 
small apartment his trunk had stood ready 
all these 'years, waiting for the day Thomas 
would again pack. As he opened the dark- 
ened closet to pull the trunk out, he was 
greeted with a sweet breath of fragrance 
from within. There was no doubting it , . . 
it was heather! For an instant, MacCray 
paused, his eyes filling with tears. Here was 
the scent of home and of the longing that 
haunted him. Hia impulsive actions were go- 
ing to cost him every penny.he owned and no 
doubt his business as well. He reached into 
the darkness but again he paused . . . some- 
thing was touching his hftid. It was warm 
and of a substance he eoiffld not recognize. 
Kot without apprehension, he pee»-ed into 
the darkness. For an instant he froze in 
fear . . . .-standing beside his trunk was his 
mother! The warmth in his hand was the 
touch of her hand. She smiled, and fright 
faded from him as he called out her name. 
There was no answer, but the vision gently 
shook itn head, no . . . no. Suddenly it was 
gone. Thomas cried out after it. hardly know- 
ing he did. It was the knocking at his door 
that brought him back to his senses. His 
clerk ha'd trailed him home, bringing with 
him a cablegram marked, urgent. MacCray 
tore open the envelope and stared unbeliev- 
ingly at its contents. It w&s from a mem- 
ber of his family and it told that his mother 
had died over a week before and didn't want 
her son notified until after her burial for 
fear he would abandon his business and take 



a hasty useless trip to see her placed in the 

ground! 

THE PHANTOM BRIDt 

Many a man has gone through life un- 
married, but Grant Lawson's case was de- 
cidedly different. In a manner of speaking, 
he married a ghost! But let us begin at the 
beginning ... 

Grant lived in the newest aettlenient of 
Red Bank, Nevada, and he eagerly awaited 
the arrival of the girl who had promised to 
be his wife. He made all preparations, from 
engaging the Preacher to arranging the 
wedding feast. He was a man deeply in love 
and happy, with life, until the fateful day 
when news arrived that the coach bringing 
his bride-to-be had crashed, and she waa 
listed among the dead. For days, Lawson 
wandered about in a daze, neighbors And 
friends fearing for his sanity, it was just 
one day before his scheduled wedding that 
he ordered public notices posted about town. 
The marriage would take place as planned! 
Crowds filled the .small wooden church and 
gasped as they witnessed the bridel_ess wed- 
ding. In low, clear tones. Grant declared his 
vows. Some swore they smejled the wild rose 
blossoms the bride was to have worn. Others 
claimed they saw a ghostly arm reach out 
when Grant took the ring from hia vest pock- 
et and held it forth iiv the gesture of slipping 
it on a slender finger. Many were the tales 
of that strange wedding and as long as 
Grant Lawson lived they never flopped. 
Those who didn't attend the gjiostly wedding 
ftast were wont to pause before the Lawson 
porch on summer evenings when the old 
gentleman rocked back and forth in the 
straight-backed chair. Beside him was a 
smaller rocker and empty though it seemed, 
it kept a steady pace with bin, Often, the 
wifeless man turned tON\:;inl it and sniiled 
with the contentment that is born only of 
love! C-C&k, 



>OURNEY IMTO FEAR 
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NOT VET TO 
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peace! his 
corpse was 
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OUT ON A 
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JOUKNEY INTO FUn 




NOW! heavier, stronger, better! 

The Moist Amazing 

TOOL SET EVER OFFERED! 

Six Handy Tools in 1 Compact Unit 




